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Abu 
A 
A rote 
Abu 
A ſoid 
A wid 
A. wo! 
A you 
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Come 
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Come 
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1 N D E X. 


. 
Abumperof good liquor 27 
A mercer I am ' 
A. rote-tree T3, 
A+ burns the charger 6 
A ſnidier J am for a lady 7 
A widow hewitch?d 58 


A woman's like a ſup 24 
A youth adorn'd 


Behoid the god Bacchus 50 
#28 
Co NC, CONC, ui 80 
iepher 12 60 
Come jolly Bacchus | 62 


Dea Kathleen you 10 


Gaupt 7 
13 


Dear fir, this brown jug 3 
Deere her you love 33 
E. 

Fach mortal raſting firſt 61 
Euch pretty young mis 32 

*Exe bright Roſina met 


my eyes 7.5 
F. 
Pint ladies with an art= 
tul grace = 
For me, my fair 72 
Fon hover to flow*r 36 
Fron tyraut laws 49 
(3. 
Brant me, ye Gods, £7 


He whoſe open foul 33 


Hear me, bloonung 


odd ie, hear mg 20 


Hope, thou nurſe 28 
How bleſt, my fair 77 
How happy's the wan 24 
iow ho p the 10ldier 10 

happy the woman 3 
How impartial our art's 48 


11. 


inuw weer in the 
woodlands 26 
I, 
7 If vou can tell, ye mu- 
{ les, fay 17 


Lil never go ahgoa again 19 
|- nend potiles and cans 


My bottle is my wife 28 


* 
Of the ſtates in life 62 
Oh! let me, umeſerv'd | 
declare 22 
Oh, never be one of 
thoſe {ad n¹ν fellows 32 
Old Eng and, tu thyfelf 
be true — 0 
P. 


|Plyiicians may talk 2 


Li gaudy courts with 
} aching hearts 77 
In green d ſhade * 
In infancy 16 
in my pleafant native 
| Pins SK. 
Un ſammer when: the 
(CAVES were green 50 
Lvehus des ve prattl'd 76. 
2 
14. 
Let matters ot fate 665 
Love's a gentie 29 
| M. 
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The topfails ſhiver 
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| 6 4 
The twins of Latona 8 
7 
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See the conqu'ring hero 39 
Should the rude hand 58 
Silence! take notice, 


you are my ſon, 66 
Since Kathleen has prov'd 14 
Since Love is the plan 9 
Sleep on, lleep on, 7 
Social pow'rs at Plea= 
fares call 74 
Suppoſe to a pinny 60 


Sweet Phillis, well met 66 
Sweet Pol of Plymouth 432 
T. 


Talk not to me of pe- 


The moment Aurora 64 
Then here's to thee Tom 7 
The pealant taſtes 38 
FT here is a chamber maul 2 


The ttpnal to engage 31 


The ſpectre, Death 28 
The So ing with [mil- 
ing face is jeen 13 
The ſtag thro' the foreſt 6 
The Tobacco-Box 45 
4 


The tramp of Fame 


"This bottle's the ſun 2 
This cold funty heart 7 


dant rules 29 
The buſy crew 3 
The drum is unbrac'd 22 

The little birds as well 

as You 30 
The meadows look 
cheerful 10 


2 . 
2 is A Petit-maltre's 


ay £3 
The” fort me cloud 68 
Tho Leixiip is proud 12 
Tho; Jiy eis 35 
ho! my icatues 37 
is not that I: m more 70 
Lo Keep my gentle Tefle 65 
. 
W.. C55 i pat: ted tem 17 
We ae fought 42 
Welcome Linco = 
What beanes does 21 
What is 3 Poet, Sir? 48 
What ſhall ! "a . 31 
When a lover's in 2 
Wen biden tothe wake 75 
Vhen Biitan firſt 42 
Wien fiſt my dear 
Lac idie 16 
When O.der firſt 2 
Wien the roly morn 15 
Whit happy in my | 
native Land 44 
Why hould T row "8 
Without affetlagzun . 26 
V. 


Ve mortals whom fancies 63 
Ye nymphs of the pain 23 
Ye woods and ye 
mountains 40 
You aſłk what chazm 71 


«You know I'm your 


| Prieſt 14 
Voun Jam | &3 
Vou M.ubin was 54 
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Cheerful Companion, 
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A MERCER I am in a very good ſtile, 95 
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| Neat and pretty, by jingo ! | 


] bow and tmirk, 

I noddle and jerk, 

Then prink up and peri, 
And imper and ſmile ; 


wv 


2 * 
F dong. dine 

= 98 Giro, 
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Lord, Pm quite th thing 
With my hey dong, cing dons 


05 


At Bagnigge Wells ſometimes I flip too, 
At Iſlington ſup good ſtingo |! - 
I ſhut up my ſhop, 1 
Then dance at a hap, | 
He! he! he! he! he! 
With my hey dong, ding dong, dingo, 
A'n't J quite the thing ? 
With my hey dong, ding dong, ding», 
B SONG 


(2) 
T 
By Mr. Wilſon, in Two to One, 
\ HEN a lover's in the wind, 
Tho' Miſs is coy, we always find 
At laſt ſne turns out wond'rous kind, 
Nor thinks a man ſo ſhocking; 
A woman's frowns are but a jeſt, 
She's angry only to be preſt, 


And then ihe grants her friend's requeſt, 
Lo let them throw the ſtocking. 


While pudding fleeves unite their hands, 
And fetters both in marriage bands, 
ſohn grins, and Molly fooliſh ſtands, 
To ſee the neighbours flocking; 
But after ſupper, John i is led, 
With love and liquor in his head, 
Tuck'd with his Molly into bed, 
Then hey, to throw the ſtocking |! 
The night ſoon paſt, the morning come, 
The couple looking queer and rum, 
He fays but little, ſhe is dumb, 
The chamber door unlocking, 
But Molly, who was once fo coy, 
No longer now conceals her joy; 
She vows all day---for her dear boy, 
She'd trudge without a ſtocking | 


| SONG III. 
By Mr. Davies, in Two to One. 


HERE is a chambermaid lives in the ſouth, 


So tight, ſo light, ſo neat, ſo gay, 
ſo handy—o ! 
Her 
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outh, 


gay, 
Her 
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Her breath is like the roſe, and the pretty little 
mouth 


Of pretty little Tippet is the dandy -o 


Never cauld I claſp the waiſt of Sukey, 
or Peg, 
Their arms ſo red, their ugly legs ſo 
bandy—o | | 
But flim and taper is the waiſt ; the neat and 
pretty leg 
Of pretty little Tippet is the dandy-—0 | 


T ippet of the ſouth, if ſhe gives me but a ſmile, 
Cheers cockles of my "kippine heart like 
brandy—o | 


Each part, each limb, each look, would any one 


beguile, 
But take her altogether, ſhe's the dandy—o ! 


Each part, each limb, each look would any one 
beguile, | 
And Tippet's little total is the dandy—o ! 


$0NG iv; 
By Miſs George, in Two to One, 

O W happy the woman, whoſe charme 

Gain ſweethearts ſtuck all of a row | 


That if one ſhould deſert from her arms, 
She ſtil] has two ſtrings to her bow. 


Should Thomas prove falſe, could he rob 
My heart of its quiet? O no 

For if Thomas is gone,, there is Bob ; 
I ſtill have two ſtrings to my bow. 
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G LEE, in Robin Hood. 


In preenwood ſhade, or winding dell. 


We merry maids and archers dwell; 
In quiet, free from worldly ſtrife, 
We pals a chearfui rural life, 


And by the moon's pale quiv'ring beams, 


We friſk it near the chryſtal ſtreams. 
Our ſtation's near the king's highway, 
We rod the rich, the poor to pay; 


The woe-worn wretch we ſtil! protect, 
The WidOW==-OrpRaii---ne'er neglect 


Fat churchmen, proud, we cauſe to ſtand. 
93 P : / 


And whiſtle for our ſteady band. 


SONG VI. 
By Mr. Edwin, in Robin Hood. 
MEND pottles and cans, 
Hoop jugs, patch kits and pans, 
And or the country trudgs it 
I ſing without m-aſure, 
Nor tear loſs of tre are: 
And carry my all in my oudget, 
Here under the Steen Ian d bulhe Sy 
O how we'll firk it, 
Caper and jerk it, 
Singing as blithe as thruſhes, 


I'm not plagu'd with a wife, 
Live free from conteſt and ſttife, 
Blow high, blow low---Rutrckio ne'er will 
mind t- 
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By Rr. Banniſter and Mr. Johnftlonein Ditto. 
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By Mr. Banniſter, n Ken Hood, 


GC burns charger wiien ne hears 
tin per's martial ound: 
Eager to icout che field he rears, 
And ipurns th'indented ground 
He inufis the 2ir---erects his flowing mane, 
Ecents the big war, and ſweeps along the pin: 
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Laſt night, a little bowſy 
With whiſky, ale, and cyder, 
I aſk'd young Betty Bowzy 
To let me fit beſid: her, 
Her anger 1 oie, 
And ſour as ſlots, 
"The little gypſey cock'd ner noſe; 
Yet. here I've 11d 
Along, to bid 
Good merrow :0 your night-cap, 


N XN. 
Lr. Rannift r, in the Poor Scidier. 


By 
FJ HE twins of Latona, fo kind to mi boon, 


Are to partake of the e . 
And Sol lends a ray to chaſte D an's fair moon . 
And a PR le to the ſmiles of er f 
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face. 
For the ſport I d&tight in, the bright Queen of 
1. GYe 
With myrtles my brews ſhall adorn, 
While Pan breaks his chaunter, and ſhulks in 
the grove, 
Excel” (1 by tne ſound Of the horn. 
The dogs arc uncoupled, and {ſweet is their GY, 
Yet ſweeter the notes of iweet Echo's re; ply 
Hark forward, my honles, the gam, 18 in view, 
But Love 1s the game that with to pu M2 
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| S NG XII. 
By Mrs. Kennedy, in the Poor Soldier, 


H OW happy the Soldier, who lives on his 


ay, 
And ſpends half a crevn out of ſixnence a-day, 
Yet fears neither Jjultices, warrants, or bums, 
But pays all his debts with the row! of hisdrums., 
With a row-de-dow, &c. 


He cares not a marvedy how the worid 308, 


His king finds him quarters, and money, and 
clothes: 
He laughs at all forrow, whenever it comes, 
And rattles away with the ro] of the drums. 
With a row-ce-dovr, & c. 


The drum is his glory, bis joy and delight, 
It leads him to pleaſure, as well as to fight. 
No girl When ſhe hears it, iho' ever ſo glum, 
But packs up her tatters, and follows the drum, 
With a row. de- dow, & 


„N III. 
By Mrs. Banniſter, in the Poor Soldier. 


HE mezdows look chearful, 
The birds ſweetly ſing ; 
So gaily they carol 
Tae praiſes of Spring. 
Though Nature rejoices, 
Poor Norah muſt mourn 
Until her dear Patrick 
Again ſhall return, 


No 


„„ 


Ye lMcs of Dublin, 
Oh! hide your gay charms ; 
Nor lure my dear Patrick 
From Norah's fond arms. 
Your ſattens and ribbands 
And laces are fine; 
But they hide not a heart 
With ſuch feelings as mine. 


| 3 1 © 
By IIrs. Kennedy, and Mrs, Banniſter, 
Patrick. A Roſe-tree full in bearing, 
| Had ſweet flowers fair to ſee ; 
One roſe beyond comparing, 
For beauty, attracted me. 
Tho' eager then to win {8 
Lovely, b blooming, freſh and gay, 
1 find a canker in it, 
And now throw it far away. 


How fine this morning early, 

All ſun-thiny, clear and bright! 
So late J lov'd you dearly, 

Tho' loft now each fond delight, 
The clouds ſecm big with ſhowers, 

Sunny beams 10 more are (een; 
Farewel, ye fleeting hours, 

Your faliehocd 

ſcene. 


Duett, How fine, &c. 


Norah. 
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8 NG XIV. 
By Mrs. Kenne 15 in the Poor Soldier. 


is proud of its cloſe ſhady 


Its clear falling ate 5, and murm ring 
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and its neat pretty 
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„Kildare; 85 

Or dance at a ball, with their St 
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nice Pow -Jer'd hair: 


j is mea 71 le 
poor Pat, while io bpleſt in his mean, numb! 


ation, 
For © gold of for acres he never 1 
One ſweet ſmile can give . 
nation, 


1all long; 


From Norah, dear Norah! the theme oi 


long 
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| 8 O NG XV. 
By Mr. Banniſter, in the Poor Soldier. 


T H E Spring with ſmiling face is ſeen, 
To uſher in the May; 

And Nature clad in man:le green, 
All ſprig'd with flow'rets gay: 

The feather'd ſongſters of the grove, 

Then join in harmony and love, 

The lerk that ſoaring cleaves the ſkies, 
Low builds her humble neſt ; 

The rambling boy that finds the prize, 
Is ſure ſupremely bleſt. 


For when the tunetu! bird is flown, 


He haſtes, and marks it for his own, 


SONG XVI. 
By Mr, Johnſtone, in the Poor Soldier. 


DEAR Sir, this brown jug, that now foams 


with mild ale, 
Out of which I now drink to ſweet Kate of 
SE T2 + 
Wes once Toby Filpot, a thirſty old foul, _ 
As e'er crack'd a bottle, or fathom'd a bowl; 
In boozing about *"twas his pride to excel, 
And amongſt jolly topers he bore off the bell, 


His body, when long in the ground it had lain, 
And Time into clay had reſolved it again, 
A potter found out in its covert fo ſnug, 


And with part of old Toby he form'd this 


brown jug, 


Now ſacred tofriendſhip, to mirth and mild ale, 


do here's to my lovely ſweet Kate of the vale. 
+ 


SONG 
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f SONG XVI. : 

| By Mr. Wilſon, in the Poor Soldier, = 

(| JO know I'm your Prieſt, and your 1 V 

5 conſcience is mine; C 

| But if you grow wicked it's not a good ſign, H 

i So leave off your raking, and marry a wife, 

1 And then, my dear Darby, you're ſettled for life, 

4 Sing Ballynamono Oro, 

ö A good merry wedding for me. 

0 The banns being publiſh'd, to chapel we go, 

i The bride and the bridegroom in coats white as 
= ROW 3: 

„ So modeſt her air, and ſo ſheepiſh your look, 

0 You out with your ring, and J un my book. 

Sing, &c. 


I thumb out the place, and I then read away, * 
She bluſhes at Love, and ſhe whiſpers, Obey, 
| Fou take her dear hand to have and to hold, 
"n nut up my book, and I pocket your gold. 
| Sing, &c. 

jo That ſnug little guinea for me. 


1 SONG XVIII. 
1 By Mr. Edwin, in the Poor Soldier. T] 
" VINCE Kathleen has prov'd ſo untrue, 
* Poor Darby ! ah, what can you do? | Gee 
4 No longer I'll ſtay have X clown, ö 
1 But ſell off, and gallop to town: Na 
i 131 dreſs, and ['Il ſtrut with an air, ; 
| The barbvi ſhall frizzle my hair. 


In 


fe, 
＋ life; 


20, 
hite 28 


look, 
books 


away, 
Obey, 
hold, 
gold. 


er. 
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In 
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In town I ſhall. cut a great daſh ; 
But how for to compaſs the cafh. 


At gaming, perhaps, I may win; 


With cards I can take the flats in, 
Or trundle falſe dice, and they're nick'd : 
if found out, I ſnall only be kick'd, 


Pur firſt for to get a great name, 

A. duel eſtabliſn my fame; 

To my man then a challenge I'll write; 
But firſt I'll be ſure he won't fight. 
We'll ſwear not to part *till we fall, 


Then ſhoot without powder, and the devil 2 


ball. 


By William, Phoebe, and Rofina, in the 


Muſical Entertainment of ROSINA, 


vw HEN the roſy morn appearing, 


Paints with gold the verdant lawn, 
Bees on banks of thyme diſporting, 
Dip the ſweets, and hail the dawn. 


Warbling birds the day proclaiming, 
Carol ſweet the lively ſtrain, 

T hey forſake their leafy dwelling, 
To ſecure the golden grain. 


See, content, the humble gleaner, 
Tate the ſcatter'd ears that fall ! 

Nature, all her children viewing, 
Kindly, bounteous, cares for all. 


C 2 DUET, 
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By Peggy and Patie, in the Gentle Shepherd. 


Peggy. WW HEN fiſt my dear laddie 
gade to the green hill, 
And Tat ewe- milking firſt try'd my young Kill, 
To bear the milk-bowle tae pain was to me, 
When I to the fauld che herd gather'd wi” thee, 


Patie. When corn riggs wav'd yellow, and 
blue hether bells 


Bloom'd benny on Moreland and ſweet riſing 


fells, 
Nae birns. bricts or brackens gave trouble to me, 
If found that the berries were ripen'd for thee, 


Both. How fondly can lovers truft all they 
deſire, 
The praiſe that's ſo gentle increaſes bis s re; 
Give me ſtilh this pleaſure, ny ſtudy ſhall be 
To make myſeli better, and worthy of thee, 


8 NG AI. 
Sung by Mrs. Kennedy, in Artaxerxes, 


1* in fancy, our hopes and fears 
Were to each other known; 
And friendſhip, in our riper years, 
Has twin'd our hearts in one. 


Oh, clear him, then, from this offence, 
Thy love, thy duty prove 

Reſtore him, with that innocence 
Which firſt inſpix'd my love. 


SONG 


A 


I 


E 


um 


1 SONG XX. 5 
nerd. By Signora Seſtini, in Artaxerxes: | 
add ie WW A TER parted from the ſea, 
1, Mi increaſe a river's tide ; 
ſkill, Jo the buvs}: 13 fount may flee, 
es Or thro? fertile vallies glide : 
thee, | f 
ES Yet in ſearch of loſt repoſe, 

1 Doom'd like me, forlorn to roam, 
7 Still it murmurs as it flows, 
n Till it reach its native home. 
o me | | | 
hes | Tune In Infancy,” &, 
the * 
7 1 F you can tel, ye muics ay, 
XY gs Were dwehls ihe lovely maid, 
L's : That bloſſom'd in the pride of May, 
Ree: Near yonder mytele ſhade? 
Direct ne where the fair to find, 
Ye bright celeſtia] powers; 

O bring me where, win peace reſizn'd, 

es. 


She blooms amid the flowers. 


In vain I ſearch the groves around, 
And every an ſcene ; 
Among the woods the is not found, 
No: wauders o'er the green. 
„ O come then, fair-one, to my breaſt, 
And every pain ræmove; 
Within theſe arms be ever bleſt 
With conkancy and loye, Sony 
ONG C3 Fir 


( 13 ) 

Firſt Chorus, and Concluding Air, ir 
LINCO's JRAVELS, an Interlude. Sung 
by Mr, Dodd, at Drury-Lane Theatre. 
Chorus of SHE-HERDS., 

VV ELCOME Linco, welcome home, 
5 Welcome Linco, velcome home. 
Welcome, &c, 
| L IN C O. 
Happy am I that I'm come, 
Happy, happy that 'm come, 
Though i've been in countries rare, 
Seen ſuch fights would make you ftarcmm=s 
| CHUBB VS: 
Happy are we that you're come, 
appy ate we that you're cos. 
Tell us, tell us 
| LIN C O. 
Give me a, 
CHORUS. 


o 


e, 
Qive me ai 


U 


Tell us, tell us 


To blow my bellows.— 
| CHORUS 
Tell us, tell u 
5 „ 
0 Give me Ali; 
| | .- CR OR-V 5: 
Tell us, tell us 
| | LI N C. O. | 
A ͤwoment ſpare, 
n OR UK. 
Make your neighbours ſom: amends, 
Make your no ighbonrs ae amends: 
CCC 
Never, never wote VI] wander, 
Simple, fimple, filly gander, 
From my flock and cackling friends, 
Liam wy Sock and cackling friends. 


D:ci 
55 


( 19 J 
LINCO. 


1 LI, never go abroad again, 
Nor ever will I roam; 
For he has but a flimſy brain, 
Who wanders far from home, 


See nine in ten of Engliſhmen, 
Who tun the nation oer; 
Pho? pert and gay, yet pray are they 
Much wiſer than before, 
Tho' peit, &c, 


Contented here I'll pats my life, 
F or roving's but a curſe; 

Fil tak: my country, as Py Wife, 
Cor better and fer wor ſe. 


Ste nine in ten of Engliſhmen, 
M90 rn the nation Oer; 

TB. Ro per” ali ga, yet miay STC they 
Rluch Wiler than before. 


Ino' pert, &. 


{ Addrefing the Audience, } 
While I can fee tuch fights as theſe, 


Anc tuch a harv: bling; 
And while | can my beiters pleaſe, 


For cyer will 1 fing, 


{ hat nine in ten of Engliſhmen, 
W her tile abroad to Odin, 
Amun; e ankind will never had 
That worth they leave at home. 

Gol 10000; cr, GR Gs 
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SONG XXII. 
By Mr. Williames, in Harlequin Junior, 
Scene before Gibraltar F rt. 


LD E, gland to thyſe if be true, 
Firm as this rock thy fim- mall ſtandz 
The ſword that Elliot, Curtis drew, 
Be never wanted thro” the land: 
Join then this prayer, our foes ſhall rue, 
Let England to itſelf be true, | 
Join os. &C, 
Jo foes on foes contending throng, 
And dreadful hayock threaten cou oy 
Thy flaming bolts ſhall whirl along, 
Throughout the World thy thunder's found: . 
| Nought then on earth ſhall make us rue, 
Let England to herſelf be true, 
Nought then, &c; 


What tho? no grand alliance ſhare 
Each warii«c, envy'd deed of thine 3 
*T is doubi; glorious thus to dart 
Againſt the world in arme te ſhine, 
Nought then ſhall make Pritannia rue, 
Let Britons to themlel+ ce be true, 
Nought then, Kc. 


SONG XIII 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, in the ROSE, 


EAR me! blooming goddei-, bear me, 
Qucen of ſmiles and wth whe 
Send the beauly to endear m: 


Who nas lit this am10us me. 
Oh! 


>.» 2 


5 OY 


_ 
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Oh ! how ſweet the mild dominion 
Of the charmer we approve ; 

Honour clips the wanton pinion, 
And we're willing ſlaves to Love. 


» ON G XXIV. 
Sung by Thyrſis, in the Mufical Entertain- 
ment of the SHEPHERD's LO FTERY. 
W HA beauties does my nymph diſcloſe! 
Leſs fair the ſilver lilly blows: 
Such bluſhes glow not on the roſe, 
As on the cheeks of Phillis, 
The other day upon the green, 
I ſaw a nymph of heavenly mien 
L ran to greet the Cyprian queen, 
But found it was my Phillis, 


By moſſy grot with ivy bound, 
Where fragrant woodbines curl'd around, 
And daiſies dapple o'er the ground, 

i fit and murmur, Phillis : 
And when the lark with dewy wings, 
To hail the morn exulting ſprings, 
] riſe and tune the trembling ſtrings, 

To praiſe my deareſt Phillis. 


When firſt I ſaw the lovely maid, 
I gaz'd enraptur'd and diſmay'd ; 

My falt'ring tongue was quite afraid 
To tell my pangs to Phillis: 
Then Cupid aim'd his ſaarpeſt dart; 
At once I felt the pleating imart ; 

That very hour I loſt my heart, 
And now it dwells with Phillis, 3 
| SONG. 


— —— —  — 


Xt 7. 


SONG XXV. 
By Phillis, in the Shepherd's Lottery, 
O. let me, unreſerv'd declare 
T he dictate of my breaſt; 
My Thyrſis reigns unrivall'd there, 
An ever-welcome gueſt, 


No more our ſprightly aymphs I meet, 
But ſeek the lonely grove ; 

There, ſighing to myſelf, repeat 
Some tender tale of love. 


When abſent from my longing fight, 

He is my conſtant theme; 

His ſhadowy form appears by night, 
And ſhapes the morning dream. 


Ye ſpotleſs virgins of the plain, 
Deem not my words too free ; 
For cre my paſſion you arraign, 
Tou muſt have lov'd like me, 


80 N - XXVt. 
By Colin, in the Shepherd's Lottery. 
HE drum is unbrac'd, and the trumpet no 
more | 
Shall rouſe the fierce ſoldier to fight; 
Our meads ſhall no longer be floated with gore, 
Nor terror diſturb the calm night, 
Once wo oer ine fields golden harveſts ſhall 
ine, 


The olive her flow? rets increaſe ; 


Again purple cluſters ſhall bluſh on the vine; 


"Theſe, theſe are the bleſſings of pcace. 
The 


1 


ry. 
npet 10 
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The ſhepherd ſecurely now roams thro? the 


glade, 
Or merrily pipes in the vale ; 
The youth in ſoft numbers attempts his coy 
maid ; 


The virgins dance blithe in the dats; 


The flow'rs with gay colours embroider the 


ground, 
Unpreſs'd d by an enemy's feet; 
The bleatings of ſheep from 'the hillocks 


refound, 
And the birds their trim ſonnets repeat. 


SON G Kxvn. 
By Phillis, in the Shepherd's Lottery. 


5 Y E nymphs of the plain, who once ſaw 


me ſo g gay, 


Vou aſ why in ſortow I ſpend the whole day, 


Tis love, cruel love, that my peace did betray ; 
Then crown your poor Phillis with willow. 


The bloom which once grac d, has deſerted this 


cheek; 
My eyes no more ſparkle, m tongue can ſcarce 
ſpeak; 
My heart too ſo flutters, I ſear it will break: 
Then ciown your poor Phillis wita willow; 


Ye lovers fo true, that attend on my bier, 
And think that my fortune has prov'd too levere, 
An! curb not the ſigh, nor refuſe the kind tear; 
Then ſtrew all the 2 round With 2 
Je 


PP— A —— 2 — 
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Fre me a tomb, and engrave on its fide, 


« Fire hes a poor maiden, whole love waz 


deny'd; 


ce She ſtro /e to nchen it, but could not, and 


dy'd: * 
Then ſhade it with cypreſs and willow. 


SON G XXVIII. 
By Mr. Chapman, in Too Civil by Half. 
PHYSICIANS may talk of our ills, 


And paiſons lock wonderous grave; | 
TI hate all their ſermons and pills, 


Veſign'd for the fool and he knave. 


Chorus. Let each take his elaſs, | 


Fill'd up to the Brim 
And Teng the dear laſs, 
Intended for him, 


For never did Bacchus of old 
Repent of his quaffing good wine, 
Nor Momus {for fo we are told) 
At mirth or good humour repine. 


Chorus. Let each, &c, 


De“ ſouls the beſt liquor decline, 
And think they're undone if they taſte ; 


While we, my boys, live on good wine, 


And think we are damn'd if we waſte, 


Chorus. Let each, &c. 


SON 


Al 


le, E uh 
ve war Sd. NG XL. 
| By Hobbinol, in the Capricious Lovers, 
ot, and | HO my features, I'm told, 
| Are grown wei; kd d, and old, 
We Dull wiſdom I hate and deteſt; 
5 Not a wrinkle is there 
| Which is furrow'd by care, | 
Half. And my heart is as light as the beſt. 
= When 1 look on 18 boys, 
3 They renew my paſt jays; 
rave; . 
- | Myſelf in my children I ce ; 
e. - W hile the comforts. 1 find 


31 In the kingdom my mind, 
his gla . Pronounce that ny kin. dom is fres. 


the Brim, 
dear lass, In the days I was 80 
r him Oh! I caper'd and ſung 
The laſſes came flocking apace ; J 
1 But now turn'd of. threeſcore, 
7 | I can do ſo no more, 
Why then let my boy take my place. 
| Ot our pleaſures we crack, 
: | For we ſtill love the ſmack. 
And chuckle o'er what we have been; 
Yet why ſhould we repine, 
y taſte ; You've had your's, ['ve had mine, 
wine, | And navy let our children begin. 
waſte. | 
＋ 


F 
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| SONG XI. VI. 1 
By 1 8 in the Capricious Lovers, WM 
. X77 HY ſhould | now, my love, complain, | 
That mo awalts thy MED wann; 
11 85 Jahour oft” a fweet beſtows, N 
JW hich lazy ſplendor never Knoy/3. * 
1. 8 ʒvF Ms > { he 101 
Benne ſprings the purple tide © eaith, 
The rich man's wilh, the poor man's wealt is 
And ſprevis thoſe bluſhes o'er the face, | 
Which come and go with native grace. | 
| : 
'The pride of dreſs, the pomp cf ſhow, 
Are tappings oft? to cover wee ; 4 
But we, whoſe wiſhes never roam, 
Shall taſte of real joys at nome, Bs 
11 
A:T - Ke 
By Joſeph, in the Oratorio of that Name. | - 
| Dc 
FF HE peaſant taſtes the ſweets of lifes, | - 
Unwounded by its cares V 
No courtly craft, no public {tiife V 
His humble foul infſnares, 
| ; 
At 
Dut grandeur' 8 bui! KP noiſy 1 T 
No truc contentmunt give; 
W hillt fancy craves, pofleſnon cloys. Ep 
7 
We die whilſt thus we live. | Fe 
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ce. | SONG XLII. 
By Mrs. Scott, in ALFRED, 2a Maſque. 
W. s YOUTH adorn'd with every art, 


To warm and win tac coldeſt Eeart, 
In fecret mine pol tt : 
1] he morning bud that faireſt blows, 
| The veraal oak that ſtraighteſt grows, 
His face and ſhap® ai, 


In moving ſounds he told his tale, 

Sott as the 1zhings of the gale 

lifes | That wakes the flowery year, 

What wonder he could charm with eaſe! 

Whom happy nature form'd to pleaſe, 
Wahom love had made ſincere. 


F- Name. 


At morn he left me---fought and fell 
The fatal evening heard his knell, 
| And ſaw the tears | ſhed ; 
Ss Tears that muſt ever, ever fall; 
For ah | no ſighs the paſt recal, 
No cries awake the dead 3 
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Haves. 


be 


y 
1 
« 


("4X -J 


The nations not ſo bleſt as thee, 
Muſt in their turns to tyrants fall! 


vy, | While thou thalt floucifh great and tree, 
tra, Ik!'be dread and envy of them all, 


; 


Should war, ſhould faction ſhake thy iſle, 
And fink to poverty and ſhame; 
Heaven ſtil! ſhall on Britannia ſmile, 


1 Reſtore bei wealth and raiſe her name, 
Rule, &c. 
As the loud blaſt, that tears the ſkies, 
Serves but to root ly. natiVe Var ; 
Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
From fore gu, from domsſtic ſtioke. 
Rule, &c. | 
How bleſs'd the prince rai-ry'd by fate, 
In adverie Gay: o MmQyunt thy throne ! 
Renew thy once rrumphant ftate, 
mand, | And on thy giandeur build his wn! 


1; = 5 Rule, &c. 


His race ſhall long, in times to come, 
So Heaven ordainie, thy ſceptte wield ; 
Rever'd abroad, beluy d at home, 
And be, at once, thy word and ſhield, 
Rule, &c, | 
The 
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1ſt. W have fought, we have conquer'd; 
ang Er 12 land once more 

Sba!! gourich in fame, a: The flouriſh'd before. 

Our fears are ali ned, with our enemies Lain! 
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2d. WhO wil! reign m our. hearts ! 
Chould rebels wichin 25 ſhould foes firom without 
B- ing th t Crown Gn his head, or is Nongou! in 

doubt, 

: 
We are ready 

ft, Stili- ready, and belaly fotetel, 
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That Conqus li hat ever with Liberty dwell } 


SONG LI. 

By ms Brett, in the Politive Man. 
Se ' Pol of Plymouth was my dear; 
VI hen forc'd 115 in her to So, 

Wachen her checks rain d many a tear; 


17 heart was iraupit with woe. 
Oui 
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Dur anchor weigh'd, for fea we ftond, 
A 4 } - ” N 1 y 2 * 
And left the land behind; 

Her tears then fwell'd the br: ny of 20d, 


My tizhs increas'd the wind. 


We plows the deep, and now between 
Lay the ocean wide; 

For ave long years 1 had nat ſcen 

v iIwiet, thy bonny bride, 
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Wen to love, and when to felan: 
Tal Goa, take me, lone of you, 
V ale Lyct am yo ung and true; 
J. er 1 Can my ou! daguite, 
leave wy breaſt, 
my eyes; 


cave my breaſt, and roll 


Stay 


= 


' 
| 
| 
| 


How to hie, and to betiay j 


6440 
Stay not till T learn the way, 


He that loves me tult + 5 
For I m:y deveive the reſt 
Could ! find a bloonung y out thy 
Full cf Jove, and full of truth; ; 
Britk. and of a jantes mien, 


I ſhoutd long, I ſhould long to be fiftcen, 


VV 

By Mr. Banniſter, in the ELECTION, 

\ HILST, happy in my native land, 
] boaſt my country's charter, 

FP!) never baſely lend my hand, 

Her libertics to barter, 
The noble mind is not at all 

By 1 degraded; 


Tis guilt alone can make us fall, 


And well J am pe;luaded, 


Each free-born Briton's ſons mould be, 


& Or give me Death or Liberty, 
« Or give, &c.“ 


Tho? mall the pow'r which fortune grants, 
And few the gifts ſhe ſends us, 
The iordly hircling often wants 
That Freedom which defends us. 
By Laws ſecur'd from lawleſs {trite, 
Our houſe is our caſtellum; 
Thus bleſs'd with all that's dear in life, 
For lucre ſhall we fell 'em; 
No Ev'ry Briton's ſong ſhall be, 


or give, &c, &c,” 8 


Alth. 


Thet 
3: Ow 
The 

＋ 
Now 


Our 


Hut yet my foul, my heart, my mind, 


Should Ab ten flatter, when we're ſail'd, 


No gallant foilor ever fail'd, 


Sirens in every port we meet, 


N OV, 
Sung by Mr. Arrowſmith, at Vauxhall, 


H E toprails ſhiver in the wind, 
The thip the caſts to ſea, 


Are, Mary, moor'd with 28855 
For tho thy ſailor's bound afar, 
Still love ſhall be his leading ſtar. 


O doubt their artful tales, 


If love breatn'd conſtant gales; 
Thou art the campaſs of my ſou], 
Which! freers my heart from pole to poles 


More fell than rocks or waves ; 
But ſuch as grace the Britiſh fleet, 9 5 
Are lovers and not ſlaves. 
No foe our coul age can ſubdue, 
Although we've left our hearts with you. 


Theſe are our cares; but if you're kind, 
Well fcorn the defhing main, 

The rocks, the b:llows, and the wind; 7 
Till we return again. 1 

Now England's gloty ieſts with you, - F: 

Our Lale 41e full, {wcet girls, adieu. 


4 


The TOBACCO-BOX; or the Sorvpron's 


PrepGE ct Love. A Muſica] Interlude. 
By Mr. Brett and iſs Morris. 
THOMAS 
HO' the fate of battle on to-morrow wait, 
Let's not loſe our piaitic now, my charming 
Kate; 9 
Till thehour of glory. loveſhouid dere: place, 
Nor damp the joys before vou with a future caſes 
* 1 | 
Oh, my Ti nomae, “ Fill e conſtant, [t:;:-He true 85 
Be but to your K te as Kate is Kill to vou; 
Glory will attend you, ſtill will make us bleſt, 
With my firmeſt love, my deer, you're fun poſit, 
THOMAS. 


No new beauties taſted, i'm their arts above, 


Three campaigns att M. 1 but not ſo my loves 
Anxious: {+} a Gout the tho u Ar L all j pF: ze, 


Never. K te.without thee will l dung thele eyes. 


8 
Conſtant tomy Thomas Iwill Gill remain, 
Nor think i wal Icave thy ſide the Whole cam- 
Paign, 
Bu- Fil cheriſh thee, and ſtriveto make ber bel 9, 
May'ft thou thare the victory, may ſt thou 
ſhare une gold, 
THOMAS. 


If by ſome bold action I the halbert bear, 
Thinkwhartatisfaction when my rankyoulſhare 
Dreſt like any lady fer from top to toe, 


Fine lac d caps and ruffles then will be y our Cue. 


KATE. 


Ou 


( 47 ) 


| I Os a 
If CI, s lady | ſhould chance to prove, 
Clean linen ſhall be ready always for my love; 
Never more wi]! Kate t! ;cCaptain' s laundreſs be, 
I'm too pretty, Thomas, love; for all but thee. 

THOMAS. | 
Here, Rate, take my *bacco-box, a ſoldier's all. 
It by rrenchmen's biows your Lom is doom'd 


Fr al: 


— 
x” 
— 


When m 1 Te is ended, thou may'ft boaſt and 
pro ve, 
Thou'd "4 my firſt, my laſt, myonly pledge of love. 
„ | 
Here take back thy *bacco box, thour't all to me, 
Nor think but 1 will be near these, love, to fee; 


| In the nour of Janger, let me always 11441C 5 


Fil be kept no ſtranger to mY ſoldier's fare. 
THOMAS 
Check that riſing figh, Nate, ſtop that falling 
bear. 
Come, my p.et'y comrade, entertain no fear; 
But may heaven befriend us—ha:ik the drums 
command, 
11 ĩonour, I obey you. Love, I kiſs your hand, 
N 1 F. 
eint ſtop thete tears, tho' crying J diſdain, 
But muſt own, 'tis trying hard the point to gain. 
May g goOd heay? 118 defend thee $ Conqueit ONS 
thee wait. 
One kiſs more, and then I'll give thee up to fate. 


Both repeat this ven ſe, only Thomas iays, Con- 
queſt on me wait;“ and “ Yuld myſelf to fate.“ 
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By Mr. Edwin, in the FENTALE DRAMATIST. 
Tune—I went to Abingdon, 


| WES: is a Poet, Sir? you, Sir? no, Sir-- 


Fis this, Sir, I's have you to KknoWe= 
: Conſtantly writing, Sir, 


1 And his nails biting, Sir, 


Oh, he's a wond'rous fellow f 


Now in the garret, Sir---high Sir--high Sir, 
No in the cellar below! "i 
Sunſhine and vapour, Sir, 
Pen, ink, and paper, Sir, 
Oh, he's a wond* rous fellow | 
11 pockets to fill, Sir--ftill, Sir Hin, Sir 
His noddle he empties ho! 
Scribbling and ſcrawling, Sir, 
Starting and bawling, Sir, 
Ob, he's a wond'rous tellaw | j 


SONG LI. 
By Mr. Woud, in the Female Dramatiſt. 


H impartial our art is, 
We {ide with ail parties 


No qualms of the conſcience await us; 
For an Author well paid, 
If he's true to the trade, 


Will Rand in atrumgue paratus. 


Wü 


125 


ti T, 


Wii 


. 
1 


1 


With deliberation, 
We marr reputation; 


Our mule never ſqueamiſh or nicg is 


We can mend ic again 
With a daſh of the pen 


There is praiſe and abuſe of all prices, 


The rogue to applaud, 4 
And make virtue a fraud, 
For a trifle we always are willing; 
We n'er run a man down 
For leſs than a crown; 
But give a fly cut for a ſhilling. 


r. 
In the Maſque of Comus. 


ROM tyrant laws and cuſtoms free, 
We follow - {weet varlet 
By turns we drink, and dance and ling: 
Love for ever on the wing, 


Why ſhould niggard rules controul 
Tranſports of the jovial ſoul ; 

No dull ftinting hours we own, 
Pleaſure counts our time alone. 


F SONG 


( 5a ) 


SONG vn. 
Sung by Mrs. n at Vauxhall. 


TN Summer, when th apa were green, 
and bloſſoms deck'd each tree, 


Young teddy then declar'd his love, his art- 


leſs love to me; 


On Shannon's flow'ry banks we ſat, and 


there he told his tale 


Oh Patty, witeſt of thy lex, O let fond love 


prevail! 


Ah, weil a-day, you ſee me pine in ſorrow and 


deſpeir, 

Yet heed me not. then let me die, and end wy 
grief and care. 

Ah! no, dear youth, i fofty ſaid, ſuch love 


dei mands [7 IV thanks, 


And here I vow eternal .cruth---on Shannon's 


llow ry banks. 


And here we vow'd eternal truth on ohannon's 
___ flow'ry banks, 
And then we gather'd ſweeteſt fowers. and 
piay'd ſuch artlcis pranks; 


But woe is me, the preſs-gang came, and 


forc'd my Ned away, 


Juſt When he nam'd next morning fair to 


be our wetld:: £- lay. 


My love, he cried, they force me hence, but 


Gil my heart is LhInNe--= 
All peace be your's, my gentle Pat, While war 
and L01l is mine; 
Wich 


0 
& 


VE 


18 


1 


CFE" 


With riches i] return to thee—! ſobb'd out 
words of thanks 

And then be vow'd eternal trüth- Lon Shen 
non's flow ry Banks, : 


And then he vow'd eterna] uth on Shannon's 
HOW Ty banks, 

And then I ſaw him fail away, and join th. 
hoſtile ranks.; | 

From morn to eve, for twelve dall months 
Nis AD it Dee mr i CON FRET "bbs 

The peace was made, tne ihin came back, 
- but Teddy ner return d. 

His beau: sous face, his manly form, has won 
a nobler far | | 

My Teddy's falte, and J forlorn, muſt dis ir, 
ſad deſpair. 


Le gentle ma dens ſee me laid, while you 


ſtand round in ranks, | 
And plant a willow o'er my head on Shannon's 
flow'ry banks. 


SONG LVIII. 
Sung by Miis Catley, in the Devil to Pay. 
[NINE ladies with an artful grace, 
Diſguiſe each native feature ; ; 


Whilſt flatt ring glaſſes ſhew the face, 


As made by Aft, not Nature: 


But we poor folks in heme ſpun grey, 
By patch nor waſhes ined. 
Look freſh and ſweeter far than they, 
That ſtill are oel painted. 
F SONG 


* : — | 
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SO N S LIX. 
EV Mrs. Wiighten, in the Comic Opera of 
the CARNIVAL of VENICE. 


never H. one of thoſe fad filly fellows, 
Who alw Way are ſnappiſh, ſuſpicious, and 
jea! 101 185 
Vho live by t to doubt, 
Jo pine and.to pout, 
To tike one to tafk, : 
Examine and aſk 
Ahundred cioſs queftions toplck ſomething out, 
Cl neve 8775 GO, 


If by chance he ſhould come, 
And not find her home, 
"Tis, ** Madam, why fo late? 
« Where the devil could you wait? 
« What's been done? What's been ſaid ? 
« Zounds! I feel it on my head,” 


O! never, xc. 
ur 


80 N G LX. 
By Mr. Parſons, in the Carnival of Venice. 


TH is a Petit-maitre's day-- 

| Awake at noon, | 
Or fcar:e fo ſoon, 

Sce him to his ſopha creep, 

dippng his. tea-— alf afl/Cn--- 
Curſe the vapoufs l! 

| Reach the Paper | 
What's the opera. Dem the play. 


Af 


We 


Laſt 


WII 
Cal; 


Thi. 


01 


a 


Ut. 


id? 


("539 ) 


Air my boots, I think I'll ride--= 
Tho' Tot it, no! 
It ſhakes one fo--- 


Let them bring the vis-a-vis: 


Lounging there, his lordſh p ſee, 
With vacant air, 
And ſullen fare, 


Born of Dulineis, rais'd by Pride, 


Stop at Betty's---What's the news ? 
A battle they lay=--- 
Have you pres to- day? 
Ves, my Lord -- We've beat the Dutch 
Ha---fom- ice---1 thought as much: 
What, and nothing more:? 
That a monſtrous bore | 


Well, drive to Iffachar the Jew's. 


Laſt at Brookes's---deep at play: 
Iſſachar's debt, 
At Far 8 ſet; 

Win or loſe, ſerenely fad, 

Calm he fits, nor vex'd nor glad 
ill half alive, 
He cuts at flve- 

This is a Petit-maitre's day. 


F 3 20 NG 
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ON Lei. 
By Mrs. Cargill, in the Carnival of Venice. 


1 N my picatant native plains, 
Wing d with blifs each moment flew ; 
Nature there inſpir'd the # rains, 

Simple as the joys 1 knew; 


Jocund morn, and evening gay, 


Claiai'd the merry roundelay, 


Fields and flocks and fragrant flow'rs, 
All that healch and joy impart, 


Call'd for artleſs miific's pow rs, 


Faithful echoes to the h art 
Happy hours | for ever gay, 
Chim. d ihe merry roundelay. 


But the breath of genial ſpring 
V. akes the warblers of the grove— 
Who, i cet b. Vous, | that heard 700 ling 
Wou'd not join the long of love? 
Your ſweet notes, and chaunting 'S gay 
Claim ihe merry roundelay, 


dS DONG EXT | 
By Mts. Cargill, in the Carnival of Venice. 
W Lubin was a ſhepherd's boy, 


Fair Roſalie a ruſtic maid ; 
They met, they lov'd; each other's joy, 
" ogether o'er the hills they ſtray d. 
Their 


e. 


YT) 


enice. 


557 


On 


2 

Their parents ſaw, and bleſs'd their love, 
Nor would their happine's delay; 

To-morrow's dawn their bliſs ſha!l prove, 
To- morrow be their wedding day. 


When, as at eve, beſide the brook, 

Where ſtray'd their flocks, they fat and 
III I d, 

ie lucklets lamb the current took, 

Jwas kKolahe's=--the ſtarted wild. 


Run, Lubin, run, my fas rite ſave; 
OO OY rag Youth obey'd : 

He Tan, He TI 8 d to the V.aVe, 
10 give the little anderer aid, 


But ſcarce he guides it to the {nore, 


Wien tant and funk, poor Lubin dies: 
Ah! olaf, ior ever mote, 


In his cold grave thy lover lies. 


On that lone bank---Oh | ſtill be ſeen, 


raichful to grief, thou haplets maid 3 
And with ſad wicaths of cypret- green, 


For eyer ſooth thy Lan ade, 


SONG 


(”-- $0-" 


SONG LXIII. 
Sung by Mr. Wilſon, in Harlequin Teague, 
SILENCE | 
KC} Full cn your fat Ne + look Bir, 

This is an cath you may take as you run, 
So lay 3 hn en the horn-book, Sir. 
Hernaby, Hornaby, Hizhgate and Horns, 
And ino1 ney by 15 30K or 18 crook, Sir, 

Chorus. Hornaby, &c. 


Spend not w ith cheaters or cozeners you ar |; te, 
Nor vwifte it on proflicate beauty; 
And when you are married, be kind to your 
* ife. 
And tr. to all petticcat duty! 
Dutiful. eautiful, Kind to your Wit?, 
And Ip from tie Ca t the moe tie. 
Juttul. XC, 


To drink to a man when a woman is near, 
You never n.uſt hold to bu right, Sir; 


Nor, unleis 'tis your taſte to drink ſncall for 


ſtrong beer, 
Orca. brown bread when you can get White, 
| Sir. 


5 cannikh good meat and drink, 
Are plea'ant at moin, noon and night, Sir. 
15 anpikin, e 


To kiſs with the maid when the miſtreſs is kind, 
A gendemag ougnt to be loth, Sir; 


Bur if the maid's fate eſt, your oath does not bind, 


Or you may, if you like ut, Kits both, Sir. 
Kiſs 


take notice, you are my lon, 


Kit: 
I 


ue, 


bs 


” 
Kifs away, both you may, weetly ſnack night 
and d uay . 


If you like 1t, you're bound by your oath, Sir, 
lis aWay, XC, 


When you travel to Yighzute, take this oath 
again, 
And ag in like a bund man and true, Sir, | 
And it you have with you ſome more nierry 
men, 
Pe ſure e You make them take it too, Sir. 
Bleis you, fon, gi oe gone, frolick and fun, 
Old England. and honelt true blue, Sir. 
Plels you, &c. 


( on ANT x me, ye Gods, ſome calm retreat, 


W N C ere 1 Day i als 1117 da 1.9 5 
Free from the o mean toilies of the great; 
Free from the vulgar's envious hate, 
>| {+ 1 he; 311. 
And carelets of their praiſe. 


Bleſs'd with one fa ichku! female friend, 
here let my. time ſlide n; 
And Wien wy ev'ning fun thall downwards 

| ten 
When fleet! ag ile By M an end, 
I'll quietly be go 


Pn 1 SONG 


bo SONG LXV. 
8 8 DY Mrs. Wells, by WAY of Epilogue, 10 
: the IRISH WiDQW . 
A VIPOW, bexith'd with ker por? 


Tho' Iriſh, is now quite aſhamed 
To think that {he's ſo out 1 falljon 
18 marry, alig then to be tamed. 
Is Love. the Jar 0, 
That old faſhion'd boy, 
Has got in my breaſt with his quiver 
The blind urchin, he 
Struck the Cn; D {a naw cee, 
And a-huſband ſecures me for ever. 
| Ye fair ones. 1 hope WAL excuſe me, 
Tho” vulgar, Pray do not abaſe me; 
1 "vu become a fine Lady, 
Oh! Love has eiten Widow Bradys 


Ye Critics, to murder ſo willing, 
Pray fee all onr errors with bi in dneſs; 
For once change your method of killing 
And ki] 1.4 poor 5 idee w 1111 Finch nels 
It you look 0 ſevere, | 
In a fit f d detpair, 


25 


© 
You 1 Ue the art 
To be twice thro your heart 


of ws 


Before I can make you 70 fect. Sirs; a 


Brother toldiers, | hope you'll protect me, 


Nor let cruet Critics diſſect me; 
_ To favour my cauſè be but ready . 


And e you Nl nd Widow Brady. 
Te 


| Whoſe telle hn 


£9 } 


* 


Fe leaders of dreſs and the faſhions, 


Who gallop poſt hafte to your ruin; 
deſtroy'd all your paſſions. 
Pray what do you think vr my WOOINg 
You call it damn lo Y, 
Your heads and arms , 


| 80 liſtleſs, fo looſe, and fo lazy ; 


But pray what can you, 
That i cannot do? 


Oh! fie, my dear craters, be azy. 


Ye Patriots aird Courticrs fo hearty 

To ſpeech it and vote for your party, 
For once be both conſtant and ſteady, 
And vote to ſupport Widow Brady. 


2 


To all that ] ſee now before me, 


The bottom, the top, and the middle; 
For mulic we now mult implore you; 
No wedding without pipe and nadle. 
If all are in tune, 
1 Pray let it be oon, 
My heart in my boſom is prancing; 
It your hands fhou. unite 
| To g give us delight, 
Oh! that's the beſt piping and dancing. 
Four plaudits to me are a. treaſure, 


Oh! joy to you all in full meaſure | 
So wiſhes and prays Widow Brady. 


S 


Your {miles are a dow'r for a Lady: 


SONG 
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| SON. G- LEXVI | 
By Miſs Dowſon, as Fortune, in the Palace of 
Mirth, at Sadber's Wells. 
UPPOSE to a ninny much riches J grant, 
fis only to b uance for ſenſe he may want; 
And if the world will be attracted by ſhow, _ 
The fault muſt be their's---not Dame For- 
tun:'s, you Know. | 


Admit that great titles havecrown'd venalſlaves, 
That ſtars have been plac'd on the boſoms of 
knaves, | 
Diſtintions like theſe, withdut merit to win, 
Shew plainer by contraſt the darkneſs within. 
Some females of merit, which ought to engage, 
Have languiſh'd in vain fora gay equipage : 
But, truſt me, ye tair, tis deceitful to fix 
True bliſs in a chariot; tho' gee ho'd by tix, 


The truth i , my favours arc then only good, 


When rightly deſerv'd, and when well under— 


food; 
Let all then who with my indulgences, hear : 
*Tis virtue and js ment alone make them dear, 
Je 8 


S ‚ NG LEX VII. 

Sung by Mr. Kar, as Bacchus, in the ſams. 

EHOLD the god Bacchus, . 

D Oi mention'd by Flaccus, 
To Mortals affords good advice ; 
PHU grant ſtore of claret, 

Then drink and ne'er ſpare it, 

"I will balm 6v'ry care in a trice, 


Deep 


perf hard bans ons 
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Deep draughts of Canary 
Will make us all merry, 
While beauty in vain rolls her eye ; 
No more ſhe can vex, 
We'll love the whole ſex, 
But ne'er for one female will figh, 


If grief ſhould afful us, 
Philoſophy fail us, 
Sure comfort is found in good wine 
f the heart feels a wound, 
No cure can be found, 
No doctor like juice of the vine. 


SONG EXVIIT. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe, as Momus, in the fame. 
ACH mortal taſting firſt of breath, 
Is heard to wail and cry ; : 
Sorrow to m2 is worſe than death, 
I'll never grieve, not I; 


But laugh at dull (plecn and defy ! her worſt dart, 


VV hule one ha, ha, ha, L can find in my heart. 


The 1 brave, the rich aud wiſe, 
wy turns experience care; 
While I the wrinkled hag deſpiſe, 
And all her venom dare. 
PlI laugh at dull ſpleen, and defy her worſt dart, 
While one ha, ha, ha, 1 can ſuid in my heart. 
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s ON G LXIX. 
Drinking Song, in the Devil to Pay. 


COME, jolly Bacchus, god of wine, 


Crown this night with pleaſure ; 
Let none at cares of life repine, 
To deſtroy our pleafure. 


Fill up the mighty ſparkling bowl, 


That ev'ry true and loyal foul 
May drink and ſing without controul, 
To ſupport our pleaſure. 


Thus, mighty Bacchus ſhalt thou be 


Guardian to our pleaſure ; 
That under thy protection we 
May enjoy new pleaſure. 
And as the hours glide away, 
We'll, in thy name, invoke thy ſtay, 
And fing thy praiſes that we may 
Live and die with pleaſure. 


1 SONG LXX. 
By Mr. Mattocks, in the Devil to Pay. 
F the ſtates in life fo various, 
Marriage ſure is moſt precarious: 


Tis a maze fo ſtrangely winding, 


Still we are new mazes finding ; 


Tis an action fo ſevere, 


That nought but death can ſet us clear. | 
Happy's the man from wedlock free, 
Who knows to prize his liberty: 
Were men wary 
How they marry, 
We ſhould not be by half fo full of 77 
30 NG 
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$SONG LXXI. 
By Mr. Banniſter, in Lethe. 


* mortals whom fancies and troubles per- 
P 


lex, 
Whom folly miiguides, and infirmities vex. 
Whoſe lives hardly know what it is to be bleſt, 
Who riſe without joy, and lie down without reſt; 


Obey the glad ſummons, to Lethe repair, 


Drink deep of the ſtream, and forgetall your care. 


Old maids ſhall forget what they wiſn for in vain, 
And young ones the rover they cannot regain ; 
Fherake ſhall forget how laſt night he was cloy d 
And Chloe again be with paſhon enjoy'd; 


Obey then the ſummons to Lethe repair, 


And drink an oblivion to trouble and care. 


The wife at one draught may forget all her wants 
Or drench her fond fool to forget her gallants; 
The troubled in mind ſhall go chearful away, 


And yeſterday's wretch be quite happy to-day ;. 


Obey then the fimmons. to Lethe repair, 


| Drinkdeepoftheftream,andforgetallyourcare.. 


s ON G IXXII. 


| T HE buſy crew their fails unbending, 


The thip in harbour ſafe arriv'd ; 
Jack Oakum, all his perils ending, 
Had made the port where Kitty lv d. 
© His 


(- 04 


His rigong--ro one date attack it, 5 
Jaht fore and aft', above. below; | [A 
Le ri 01 Horter d ſhoes, check {1 Hirt. blue jacket, Mi 
Aud trow! ers like the driven now. 1 5 
His honeſt heart with pleaſure glowing, 1 
He flew like tip! ht'ning to the fide ; _— 
Scarce had th ey been a boat's length rowing, 
Before his Kitty he eſpy'd. T 
A flowing pennant gailv flutter'd I VW 
From her neat ate Hat Gf ftraww | 
Red Was her cheek when firſt ſhe utter C38 1 
It was her ſallor that ſhe ſaw. | 
| EY | At 
And now the pazing crew ſurround her, I 


While, ſecure front all alarms, A 
Swift as 2 ball from a ue pounder, | 
They dart into each others arms. 


CON . LXXIII. 
By Mr. Mattocks, in Poor Vulcan. 


PHE moment A000 peep d into my room, 
I put on my cloaths, and 1 call'd for my 


groom; | 
Wil. Whiſtle by this had uncoupl d the hounds,  T} 
Who, lively and metiieſome, friſk'd o'er the | © 
| groun ds : . T} 
Thehorles were1addl', fleet Dappleand G: ey, : | 
Seem'd ler ping 7 to acar the glad ſound, Hark ; 
away! 


It 


& 
© 1 


Lag 
OF 


( 65 }) 


Itwas now dy the clock about four in the morn, 
And we all gallopp'd off to the ſound of the 
horn, N | 
DickGarter, Wil. Babble, and Tom at thegoofe, 
When all on a ſudden out ſtarts Miſtreſs Puſs 
Men, horſes and dogs not a moment would ſtay, 


And Echo was heard to cry, Hark, hark away ! 


The chace was a fine one, ſhe took o'crthe plain, 
Which ſhe doubl'd, and doubl'd, again and 
again; 155 . 
Till at length ſhe took cover, return'd out of 
breath, „ 
And J and Wil. Whiſtle were in at the death: 
There in triumph of joy I the hare did diſplay, 
And I call'd to the horns, my boys, Hark, 
hark away! 2s 


* 


. By Mr. Mattocks, in the Merchant of Venice. 
3 F O keep my gentle Jefle, _ 


What labour would ſeem hard? 


Tach toilſome taſk how eaſy ! 


Her love the fweet reward. 


? The Bee thus, uncomplaining, 


Eſteems no toil ſevere; 


| The ſweet reward obtaining, 


Of honey all the year. 


G3 SONG 


LR) 


S NG LXXT. -- 
By Mr. Edwin (Jobſon) in the Devil to Pay- 
ET matters of ſtate —_ 
L Ditquiet the great, 
The cobler has nought to perplex him: 
Has nought but his wife | 
To ruffle his lite, 5 
And her he can ſtrap, if ſhe vex him. 


He's out of the pow'r 
Ot kortune, that whore, 

Since low as can be, the has thruſt him; 
From duns he's ſecure, E 3 
For being ſo poor, : | 

There's none to be found that will truſt him, | 

SH 
DUVET, 
Amoret and Phillis, 


A M O R E A | 

WEET Phillis well met, the fun is quit ſe, f 

Io yon myitle grove let's repair; | 

All Nature's at reſt, and none to moleſt, 
J have ſomcthing to ſay to you there, 


PHI L. LES. 
No, no, ſubtle ſwain, intreaties are vain, \ 
Perſuade me to go you ne'er fhall ; | 
Night draws on apace, I mutt quit the place, 
Ibe dew eis beginning to fall. 


E. 
* 

& 

4 
Ko 


3 


him i 


4.07 ) 


AMORE T. 


Believe me, coy maid, by honour I'm ſway'd, 


No fears need your boſoin alarm g 
The oak and the pine their leaves kindly join, 
To ſhelter love's vot'ries from harm. 


„„ Jo: 3. Do 


Your arts } deſpiſe, my virtue I prize, 
Tho' poor, i am richer than thoſe 

Who, loft to all ſhame, will barter their fam: 
For purchaſe of gold and fine clothes. 


AMOR E F. 
You do me much wrong, ſoch thoughts ner 
belong 
To the ob je and generous breaſt : 


| { meant but to know it my Phillis would 20, 


And let Hymen make Amoret biczt. 


VU 
If what yon now fay your heart don't betray, 
it gives me much plcafure to find 


My Amoret iti} a ſtranger to ill, 


And to wedlock's joft bondage inclin'd, 


U To 
With joy Ill comply, the dear nuptial tye 
To-morrow both hearts ſhall umte ; 
Ye lovers ſo true, let virtue in you 
The fame inclinauons excite, 


SONG 


SONG LXXVI. 


A By Mrs. Kennedy, in the Crier of Vauxhall. 


QHOU LD the rude hand of care wound my 
partner in life, 

He always ſhall find his beſt friend in his wife; 
In the midſt of his woes, if on me hcl] recline, 


His ſorrows, his anguiſh, his tears ſhall be mine. 


Ifchearfulneſs prompts him to mirthful employ, 
My invention thall teem to enliven his joy ; 


Whenthe light footed hours all with gatety ſhine 
His pleaſures, his traniports, his ſmiles ſhall 


be mine. 


The wife, tis agreed, beſt her ſtation adorns, 
When ſpreading lite's roſes, and blunting its 
thorns; 
Thus I'll ſtrive to ſelectits moſt valuable flow'rs 7 
And their fragrance, their beauties their bloom 
ſhall be ours. 


D U ET 
By Eliza and Greville, in the Flitch of Bacon, 


Duet. 1 HOY fortune cloud hope s friendly 


ray, 

That beams our guardian light, 
Our conſtancy ſhall chear the day, 
Our love the longeſt night. 


Eliza. By thee belov'd, 

Grev. While blef'd with thee, 

Duet, Stern fate may frown in vain ; 
Content and ſweet ſimplicity 


Shall take us in their train. 
SONG. 


£9 O NG LXXVII. 

Sung by Mrs, Kemble, in che Winter's Tale. 

3 come my good Hepherds, our flocky 
wwe nave ſheer 4, 


In your holiday ſuits with your aj les s Appear ; 
The happieſt of folks are the gaily and free, 


9 
— 


And who arc jo happy, ſo gaily as we. 


” * ? 
We harbour no paſſions by luxury taught, 
We practice no art with hypecriſy traught ; 


What we think in our hearts you 855 read in 


Our Ces, 


| For, knowing no falſh ood, We Reed no difguiſe. 


| By mode and caprice are the Cit V- dames led, 


But we all the children of Nature are bred: 


1 By OU -OWn ha 12 ds alone A1 We Dai inte and dre 


L 


The roſes will bloom when there's 8 peace in 


the br Ealt 7 


That giant, Ambition, we never red dread, 


Our roofs are too ow for ſo lofty a head; 


Content and feet chearfulneſs open the door, 
VV elmiler with the ſimple, and tced with the Per. 


M hen love has poſſeſs'd us, that love we reveal, 


Lo. 


Like the fl. 2CKS that we feed, and the paſſions 


we feel; 


Quite harm lefs and! mp! e, We wort and wo 


plav, 


Ang leave the fine folks tO deceive Al: 4 betr: 19 0 


Tri * 


1 
4 1 


COPE? 


That I a 


0 70 ) 


 $80NG 'LXXVITT. 
By Mrs. Banniſter, in Cymon. 


TH cold Ainty heart it is you who have 


Warm . 


Vou waken'd my paffon, my ſenſes have 


charm'd; 
In vain againſt merit and C ymon I ſtrove; 
What's life without paſſion---ſweet paſhon 0! 
love ? 


The froft nips the bud, and the roſe canno! 


blow ; 


F rom youth that is froſt- -nipt no raptures can 


flow, 
Elyſium to him but a deſert will prove ; 


Whar's life without paſſion---ſweet paſſion of Þ 


love ? 
The ſpring ſhould be warm, the young ſeaſon 
be gay, 
Her birds and her flow'rets make blithſome 
ſweet May : 
Love bleſſes the cottage and ſings thro' the 
grove ; 


What's life without paſhon---ſweet paſſion of 


Love! ? 


S ON G LXXIX. 
My Inducement to Conſtancy. 
6 I'S not that I am more ſincere, 
Or am lefs apt to rove, 


heart fo conſtant bear, 
So faithful in its Love. 


1 


Know, Chloe, that like all my ſex, 
From Fair to Fair I'd range, 
Were it not more my intereſt 

have # Still to love on than change, 


have All charms which others recommend, 
In thee alone I find, 

ve; Beauty and Temper juſtly blend, 

108 | The handfome and the kind, 


cannot | Why ſhould I then inconſtant preve, 
Or other nymphs purſue, 

res can | Since thou giv'ſt all that I cou'd love, 
Ts Prudence to be true. 


I 


Mon of | | | 
9 SONG IXXX. 
g ſeaſon | To my Friend. 


VO aſk what charm in Nancy's face, 
ithſome | - This fooliſh heart has ſtole: ; 
Or can I name one ſtriking grace 
\ro* the. Not I, upon my foul; 
But there's a certain ſomething there 
ſion of This boſom muſt adore : | 
i A ſomething not exactly fair, 


And yet extremely more. d 
| A finer face, perhaps, may try, 
* IA greater ſhare of art: 
7 And yet can only touch the eye, 


But never ſtrike the heart, 
\ 


'Þ Leit 
Know 7 


72 p 


Leſs native force experience ſees, 
Attends a fairer form; | 1 

For that can only hope to pleaſe ; | 
But never think to charm, 


Bur fay my paſſion is miſplac'd, © 

I live for her alone : 

And which maſt I, conſult your taſte, | 
Or gratify my own: | E 71 


Our friendſhip, if you kindly ceaſe, 7 
Your filence beſt ſecures: in 
Nor think I can deſtroy my peace, = 
To pleaſe a whun cf vour's. LT 
8 O NG IXXXI. Ny: 
The XIadrigal. 7 
e 
OR me, my fair a wreath has wove, „. 
* f g 
Where rival flowers in union meet, 
As oft' ſhe kiſs'd the gift of love, | N 
Her breath gave wetneſs to the ſweets. Fe 
A Bee within a damaſk rolc 5 ; ö 7 
Had crept, the nectar'd dew to ſip; ve. 
But leficr ſweets the thief torepoes, I 18. 
And fixes on Louiſa's lip. Sas 
T here taſting all the bloom of Spri ing, e 
Wak'd by the rip ning breath of May 1 


h'ungrateful ſpoiler left his fi; ng, f 
And with the honey fled away. . 


The lic" ö 1 T Atte 0 how Man' 2 41 7 Homenttt its cars) 1 ; ; 
VO Knows When again we thus £31lv : 35 
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SONG LXXSli. 
: PW 8 $ N „ 
RT + # Ed WII is 2171 the Caitle 1 1 ndaluſ. 


A SOLDIER I am for a Lady, 3 

4 What beau was e'er ating compleater; 1 
When face to face, ö 
Her ch: ambe Ih the plac 

Ym able and willing tO Ulieet Ber. 


0 


1 4 


Gad's curſe, 1 dear jaſſes, Im "EA" 


Lo * ve vou ai tatisfaction; ; f | | | 1 
Jam the man, = 
in the crack of your tan, | 70 


"Cho die at your teet in the action. 


N 


Your bobbins may beat up à fo, GW. dowy, 
Our lap-dog may outy in IS OW, WOW WUNW 3 
] he challenge in love, | 
] take up the 210" e, . 
Tho! ! die at you! feet in the action. 


GLEE. FINALE, To the lame, :: 


OCIAL POW rs 59 At Pleaſure's ca tl, = 1 ; 
Wada here to Hymen's Hall; BY 
Bacchus — Ceres, bleſs the feaſt, 11 
Momus lend the ſprigliti) Je ett 3 He 
Songs of joy elate the foul, 1 


Hebe. lil the flowing bowl; pp, 
1 v'ry 5 and chaſte delig lit 3 
Crown with love this happy night, er 


DONGE © 


F343 


8 ON @.LXXFTV. 


5 f By Mr. Banniſter, in Rofint. 
we 4 2 | 1 RE bright I off 22 Mer I ves a 

N 1 How peaceful paſs'd the 30y0us Go! | 
vater; rural ſports 1 gain q the Prize, 


fach virgin liſten'd to my lay. 


But now no more | touch the !yr-, 

No more the ruſtic ſports can piculr 
J hive the ſlave of ford gdelire 

Loi to myſelf to mitt! and eaie, 
The tree that ita happier hour, 

Its boughs ex ended o'er tt le plain 3 
When blaſted by the lightning! IM OW I, +. 


1.418. 


5 | Nor charms tie Se, LOT Ma des the Walt! 
| 8 O N 8 LY XXV 
dow, | By Mrs Kennedy, in Roſina, 


e WIEN bidden to the wake or fair, 
The joy of each free-hearted ſwan ; 
Till Phoebe Ps 'd to be there, 

l, i I loiter'd laſt of all the train. 


If chance on ne 1 10 caught her eye, 
The ribband gay, or fiken glove; 

With eager haſte ] ran to bi | 
For what is gold, compar 4 With love r 


My poſy on her boſor: plac'd, 
Could Harry's ſweeter ſcents exhale ! 
or auburn locks my ribband grac'd, 
Ind futter'd in the wan ton ale. 


Ne. 


4 
* 1 {corn the hears me now complain, 
No can my ruſtic preſents move; 
Her heart preiers a richer w ain, 


And £0! a alas 1.45 bahifh'd lov Be 


(--70 
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. * 4 * * 8 ; { * "Y C 4% & 
Van ATR. De, Il: Nonna. 


„ * 7 
Ard i. en as oft d' ve ſees 
” ; * 
\ SH iis \ 


Thee. There's fift young men u Baue told 1s 
-- ne tales, 

And call'd me the fzireſt ſre: 1 

| | There s, &c. D 
But of a'l the gay wreſtler: that Port 
„ on the corel, . 

Yo: arg Hany o 2 Lac or Bie. 
2 QUE, Ne, 


Will. Her eyes are as black as the Noe in the 
| hedge, 
Her face like the blefforme in Ma: ay 3 
Her teeth are as white as the new-ſhormn 
Rock, 
Her breath like the new- made hay. 
Her eyes, &. 
Pheœ. He's tall and he's trait as the poplar - tree, 
His cheeks are as freſh as a roſe; Þ 
He looks like a ſquire of high degree, | A} 
Waen dreſt in his Sunday clothes. wy 
He's tall, &c. V 


Will. I've kifsd, &c. l rep 
Phe. There's fatty, &c, 


12 
12 

4 
2 * # 


in the 


May; 
T- {ſhown 


de hay. 


ar- tree 
roſe ; 


degree, 


othes. 


ll, &c. 
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Ma SugnOerilOncurs An, 


3 
jeh born dame in beds of ſtate 
© ; | | | 1 
I ith midnight revels pale; 


No YOU {17 At. $4008 S L fa ding C arne 
Por beauty s in the vale. 
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[1 
Ace love is 1 dhe Vas, 


By Mr, B3 anifter, 111 Rofina, 


LJ O pleſt. my fair, who on thy face, 
why d by fear may fondly gaze; 
Who, when he breathes the tender ſigh, 


4 


Beho! ds no anger in thine eye. 


Ah, then, what 3 joy awaits the ſwan, 


Woo ardent pleads, nor pleads in vain; 
+ 


Whoſe voice, with reprure all divine, 
Secure may fay, ** This Heart is mung.“ 


W . happy in my native 1nd, 
| f my Country's Charter, 
I'll never bat lend my Hand 
16 — . ; 
The rocs of Of e France, Holland 
and Re 
Made bold by indulgence. 
Qur Tars f 11 al | ſhaw 
The haughty Foe; 
Britannia rules the Main ;— 
Then why the plague ſhould we be ſad, 
Whilſt | 
By the gaily orcling Ghats: 
We can ſee how Minutes pals ; 
By ——- 
Amo, amas, I loved a Lai, 
As a Cedar tall and ſlender, 
Her Eyes are as black as the Sloe in the Hedge, 
Her Face like the Bloſſoms in May; 
Her Teeth are as 


Dear Sir, this brown Jug, that now foams | 


wich mi id Ale, 
Out of which I now Jerks to 


—A Daugh er you have, ſhe's the Plague: of 


your Lite, 


No 


("T9 > 


Li, No Pozcy | fhai fl vou know, th! you ve burice 
dur Waite ; 
For at any, PG | 
Lud what care I for Mam or Dad? 
It them ſcold and hes 
Since Love is the Plan, 


_— -1'}love if J can, 1 
Attend, and 171 tell you hat ſortof a Man 
A gay dae Lord is a waundy tine ſiphr, 

ANG, Who 's ne er to be ſeen but w (th ——o_ 

An old Woman cloathed in grey, 
Whoſe Daughter was charming and young, 
| And the was deluded away 

Jolanda 1 By — 
| tx Blarney, Il he bound. 
His R login Do one date att rack it, 

I -130ht 1 and aft, above, below, 
Lon 90 Ter: d Shoes, check Shirt, 
| . A Bum e ON. . FO od L AQUOT, 

d, ö WII 1 chd &C onteit CAC "Ker 
| 1 8 

The r wealthy Fool, with Gold in ſtore, 
ö V . 
Puſh about the briſk Bowl, 'twill enksven our 
3 Ile 5 | 
. Friendihip, with thy Power divine, 
Hedge, Briphtei all our Features 
8 
= AB Wha Phoebus the tops of the hilis does adorn, 


| Hiow tweet 18 he bo md ofa 

V foams | O the Daus V. GH. 2 25 YO 1011 g. 
VWhen! Nag ud in 1 Ortunc's ſpite; 

' | 'T alk <a 99 : 

ve of I — Woman that ſeduces all Mankind; 
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